
The comicall Hiftorie of 

the twinkling. ExitChmne. 

r £a(f. I pray thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 

Thefe things being bought and orderly bellowed 
Rerurnein haft, for I doe feall to night 
My bell eftecrad acquaintance, hie thee goe. 

Leon, My bed cndcuours lhall be done hcercin. SxitLeemth, 
Enter Gratiano, 

Grati. Where's your Maiftcr. 

Leomr, Yonder fir he walkes. 

Grati, Signior Bajfamo, 

Bajf. Cjratiam. 

Gra. I haue fute to you. 

Bajf. Youhaueobfaindit. 

Gra. You mull not deny me, I muft goe with you to Belmont. 

Bajf. Why then you muff but heare thee Cjramm, 

Thou art to wild, to rude, and bold ofvoyce. 

Parts that become thee happily enough, 

And in fuch eyes as ours appeare not faults , 

But where thou art not knownc 5 why there the)' fhow 
Somthing too liberal!, pray thee take paine 
To allay with fome cold drops ofmodefiic 
Thy skipping fpirir, leaf! through thy wild bchauiour 
/ be mifeonftred in the place I goe to, 

And loofc my hopes. 

Gra, Signor Bajfamo, heare me, 

Yf I doe riot put on a fbber habife, 

T alke with rcfpe£l, and fweare but now and than, 

Wcare prayer bookes in my pocket, looke demurely. 

Nay more, while grace is faying hood mine eyes. 

T hus with rayfiat, and figh and lay amen s * 

Vfe all the obfcruancc ofciuillity 

Like one well fiudied in a fad oftent 

To pleafe his Grandam, neucr trull me more. 

'Bajf. Weil, we lhall lee your bearing. 

Gra. Nay but I barre to night, you lhall not gage me 
By what we d oe to night. 

*2 of No that were" piety, 
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/would intreate you rather to put on 
Your boldcfl fute of mirth, for wc haue friends 
That purpofe merriment : but far you well, 

I haue fome bufines. 

gra. And I mull to Lorenfo and the reft. 

But wc will vifitc you at fupper time. Exeunt. 

Enter Ieflica and the Clowne, 
fejfica. I am forry thou wilt leaue my Father fb> 

Our houleis hell, and thou a merry deuill 
Didlf rob it of fome tall of tedioufhes. 

But far thee well, there is a ducat for thee, 

And Lamcelet, fbonc at fupper fhalt thou fee 
Lorenfo, who is thy new Maiflers gueft, 

Giue him this Letter, doe it fecretly, 

And fo farwell : I would not haue my Father 
See mein talkewith thee. 

(jlowne. Adiew, tearcs exhibit my tongue, moft beautifull Pa- 
gan, mofl fweete Iewe, ifaChriltian doe not play the knaue and 
get thee, /am much deceaued j but adiew, thefe foolilh drops doc 
fo inching drownc my manly fpirit : adiew. 

f jfica. Farwell good Lamcelet. 

Alack, what heynous finne isit in me 
To be alhamed to be my Fathers child. 

But though lama daughter to his blood 
I am not to his manners : 6 Lorenfo 
Yfthou keepe promife I lhall end this flrife. 

Become a Chrillian and thy louing wife. Exit , 

Enter Cjratiano, Lorenfo, Salaryno, and S alamo . 

Z oren. Nay, we will flinkc away in (upper time, 

Difguife vs at my lodging, and returne all in an houre. 

Cjratia. We haue not made good preparation. 

Safari. Wc haue not fpokevs yet of Torch-bearers, 

Solanio. Tis vile vnlefie it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in my minde not vndcrtookc. 

Loren. Tis now but foure of clocke, we haue two houres 

To 
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